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y mother thinks space is blasphemous. There’s no good to the
outside except trouble. It’s haram (a sin). What we don’t know is bad
for us. Space is outside of what God gave us, so even thinking about
what could be out there is dangerous. To my mom, the planets don’t
exist and the idea of other beings is also crazy talk. We joke about
her being a flat earther, but my mom holds these values because of
fear. Sometimes, the outside she talks about can be as bad as she
describes.
“Ma jirto” (It doesn’t exist).
Uranus was discovered in 1701. It is the coldest planet
in the entire solar system. Uranus’s moons are all named after
William Shakespeare and Alexander Pope characters. Titania is the
moon named after my favorite character in the play, A Midsummer
Night’s Dream. Aquarius, my sign, rules over the planet Uranus. In
astrology, it is the symbol of change, new possibilities, and freedom.
The planet symbolizes unconventional thinking and freedom of
expression. I like the planet because it’s entirely blue— my favorite
color. Even though I know this much about the planet, there are
about a hundred other things I don’t know. My mom fears what
we don’t know, and I don’t blame her. Being a black woman and
escaping war in Somalia to this country can make you want to limit
your curiosity in fear of being hurt again. What we don’t know
has the power to harm us. My sisters and I think my mom is just a
scaredy-cat, but over the years we realized the unknown she fears is
valid.
“Anything I tried to know, tried to harm me.”
I don’t have much connection to Islam. Yes, I wear a hijab,
but that’s because I don’t like doing my hair and I’m lazy. It’s like a
bonnet I can wear when I’m out. I don’t fast because as I got older,
it got harder. I don’t pray unless I’m begging God to help me pass
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a class. I like henna, but only if it’s around Eid. I don’t like the idea
of the Hajj, being controlled by money hungry Arabs who take
advantage of poor Africans and South Asians. When my mom would
say certaina class. I like henna, but only if it’s around Eid. I don’t
like the idea of the Hajj, being controlled by money hungry Arabs
who take advantage of poor Africans and South Asians. When my
mom would say certain things are bad, I didn’t really see the need
to care. I didn’t listen to what she said was a sin. When my mother
said things like space isn’t real, I used to blame it with her obsession
with religion. I didn’t think that it came from her own fears, her
own experiences, and life. What I didn’t realize was that even if we
were practicing a different faith, my mother would still have her
same beliefs.
“Allah is absolute.”
The universe is infinite. There are so many things we don’t
know that we can embrace. There is more to this universe than we
can even comprehend. Despite that, we fear it and we disregard it.
We don’t talk about the good that may come from it. Instead, we’re
consumed by the bad— what might go wrong and what might be
too risky.
After all my siblings and I grew up, my mom didn’t want
to work again. She didn’t see a reason to because she was so used
to being at home all the time. She also thought that no good would
come out of working again. By that time, it had been about seven or
eight years since she joined the workforce. Her prior jobs included
cleaning and janitorial jobs. Even though my mom decided that
working was useless, she was genuinely scared. Obviously, she
didn’t want to do her old jobs again, but what could she do?
“It seems like I can’t gaar (reach) anything.”
Change is an inevitable part of human life. You are bound
to encounter something new in your life. Regardless, there are ways
to prepare for it. You can study it and you can make sure it doesn’t
leave a negative impact on you. But most change is good for you.
Perhaps the biggest change my mother went through was moving
to an entirely different country from Somalia with nothing but the
clothes on her back. My parents stayed in a camp until they were
sponsored by my mom’s distant cousin. To this day, my parents
aren’t proud of how long they stayed in the Dadaab refugee camp,
but I think it’s one of the bravest things a person can do. To take a
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chance even when you don’t know if the outcome is good or bad.
“We didn’t even know if we’d get picked.”
You learn from what is different and seemingly far-fetched.
It’s natural to learn from something completely different to you,
and having it better you in the end. For example, the
It’s natural to learn from something completely different to you,
and having it better you in the end. For example, the discovery of
super-Earth, Kepler-62f, one of the three super-Earths found in
2018, is a planet similar to that of our earth. Although it is 1,200
light years away, Space.com says it’s possibly habitable. It has a rocky
landscape, like Earth, and is cooler than our planet. Planets just like
ours are orbiting all around us, and by distance they can seem far
away, however, the discovery of these planets can help prepare us
for something bigger.
“What’s out there that works for me?”
My mom decided to go for daycare. Neither my dad or my
siblings and I wanted her to work long hours cleaning again now
that she was older, she had to do something less strenuous. When
she suggested having a daycare in our house, we were kind of mad.
First of all, we didn’t want strange kids in the house. Second, we’d
have to be cooped up in our rooms or out of the house while she
worked. But despite all that, we embraced all this change because
my mom did.
When she was preparing for her “grand opening,” she was
nervous. She wanted to back out at least twice. My mom wanted to
convince us that this was no use.
“I don’t want to anymore.”
“It’s too much.”
“I like how life was before.”
Obviously, my mom ended up going for the job anyway, but
it was a struggle for her to accept this new part of her life. When I
think of her almost giving up a job, I think of her space comments.
I tell her, “Hoyo, space is endless, is this the end for you?” And then
she just says space isn’t real and focuses on work again.
The hardest part of the process, was the paperwork for
my mom. English isn’t her native language, so she was slow with
turning in the papers to her future boss. She was used to doing hard
labor, but this was harder to her. There was something inside my
mom that wanted her to go for the job and not let her thoughts take
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over. Despite all her doubts and concerns that brought her down,
every time she would get back up. She would ask for help and try to
fix whatever mistakes she made. I remember when she was giving
herself a pep talk to me:
“New things can bring good things, like money.”
Islam’s teaching on space is limited; we use the moon to
figure out dates for Eid. Essentially, the moon is our calendar as
well, but throughout the Quran, there isn’t any mention of other
planets. However, the Quran does encourage Muslims to explore
and accept. I don’t read it much nowadays, but a verse from my
favorite chapter states that God says, “O company of jinn and
mankind, if you are able to pass beyond the regions of the heavens
and the earth, then pass. You will not pass except by authority,” ArRahman (55:33). Even though the other planets are not mentioned,
the idea of a faraway place beyond earth is. My mom didn’t listen
to this teaching because she taught herself to be afraid. It didn’t
have to be what was taught, but what was experienced, to make my
mom pull away from trying new things. Despite what the absolute
ruler in her life says, she could not see how it could be beneficial to
her in any way. Regardless of what our faith says, my mother was
inexplicably afraid of the moving universe around her.
“It’s not me, it’s how I was raised.”
I like how my mom is a Cancer— it makes sense why she’s
indecisive and always suspicious of things. The reason it took my
mom to start working so long is because she didn’t know if it was
the right thing to do. By working, she thought she would be causing
another problem for the family. My youngest sister is ten years
younger than me, so she was still young. My mom couldn’t decide
if she was old enough for her to go to work, or if I was old enough
to take care of her. She didn’t know if she was going to give Luuley
enough attention, like she did to the rest of us when she wasn’t
working. Despite that, my sister ended up proving to my mom that
getting a job and working for herself is the best she can do for her.
“You can get more money to buy me toys.”
The idea of parallel universes makes me wonder what
different versions of ourselves would be like. What if we didn’t
have the same parents? Friends? What if our personalities were
completely different and we were more athletic, outgoing etc.?
Sometimes we want to be born with the change we want to see in
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ourselves, rather than work towards it. Space.com also states “There
are infinitely many “parallel universes”: cosmic patches exactly the
same as ours, as well as patches that differ by just one particle’s
position, patches that differ by two particles’ positions, and so on.”
The littlest things we do, make new possibilities in other universes.
In another universe, my mom probably wouldn’t be as indecisive as
she was when getting back to work.
In another universe, my mom probably wouldn’t be as
indecisive as she was when getting back to work. Maybe she
wouldn’t go back to work, and if she did, she probably wouldn’t even
work in daycare. Maybe she would try other things. Maybe she’d
still be the same.
“I want to try even if I don’t want to.”
My mom began working to open her daycare step by step.
She assigned all of us little assignments to help her out and make
sure everything came together in time for her inspection. All of us
had to do background checks, TB tests, finger prints— the whole
gimmick. I remember when I put “Iman” down and not my legal
name, and when my sister spelled her name wrong on accident. My
mom was so stressed, but despite those setbacks she never got mad
at us for messing up. Even though she gave up a few times before,
this time she did whatever she could to keep the process moving
forward. It took as long as a month for everything to get processed
and then approved. Afterwards would be the house inspection,
which would end up being the hardest part of this process for my
mom.
“How will we pass this part?”
A black hole is essentially when all life ceases to exist.
According to NASA Science, Einstein’s theory concluded that when
a star dies, it leaves a giant black essence, and if it’s larger than the
sun by three times, gravity submerges all matter around and thus
produces the black hole. Sometimes black holes can lead to different
universes, but it is widely seen as a pathway to instant death for
humans. I used to think of it as a waste dump, as BBC Earth says, “a
great amount of matter packed into a very small area.”
When I saw shows on TV, it made it seem like all your
problems could instantly disappear in that hole. You could
disappear, and dying wouldn’t even be that painful, and maybe, just
maybe, you could end up in a different life. My thoughts concluded
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that escaping reality was never the answer. Whatever problems you
leave unfinished in this life follow you to your next. Disappearing
or being sucked into a black hole wouldn’t save you from what was
coming.
“Either be visible or be absent.”
My mother and I aren’t really close. I mean, she tells me
everything, but I don’t tell her much about me. Our relationship
is one sided. She just doesn’t know me. You could ask my mom
what my favorite color is and she wouldn’t be able to answer it. But
you can ask her what she’s done for me. Now there’s a lot there. I
used to feel guilty about that; but I don’t anymore. How can you
feel guilty about something you had no control over? Maybe when
I’m older and have more control, I can get to know her, and she
can get to know me. I’d be open to it. I long for it. As of now, she’s
just a person who runs a daycare in the house, and thinks space is
blasphemous.
“Roommate.”
For days my mom cleaned the house inside out. The
inspection would be random; I remember she said the inspector
could come any day throughout that entire week, including
weekends, and at any time— be it at 10 p.m. or 5 a.m. We helped,
of course, organizing where the toys would be, deciding how the
set up would look, judging if it was aesthetically pleasing, among
many other things. We helped by making sure all the paperwork was
intact and organized under a filing bin. We made business cards and
a website for her too. When the inspection finally rolled around,
my mom did well overall, but she was still missing some important
pieces. She couldn’t be booked to start her daycare yet. My mom
failed twice, and each time really broke her. She didn’t think she’d
be up for this job if little inspections got to her. She wondered if she
would try again, or if she was right from the beginning.
“It doesn’t want me.”
When my parents first came to America they went to
Safeway. My mother’s cousin told them of a miracle happening. He
said this was important, and that it was going to be the best day of
their lives. Seeing a cart for the first time, they stuffed it with all the
food they could and tried to leave. When everything started beeping
and security was alerted, my parents said they thought everything
was free. In Somalia, you say what you need, then pay before getting
76

Iman Hassan
it. Security laughed, and let them go instead of calling the police.
This is one of the few instances where my mom allowed herself
to mess up, and did so, without consequence from anyone else.
She learned, and will never forget this mistake. To them it’s just a
distance memory— the trials of living here for the first time. They
didn’t think about the what if’s or the negatives. Instead, they
focused on things to do and to learn. It’s a shame that my mother
is the complete opposite now. Rarely do I ever witness the side of
her that’s fearless. Rarely do I ever witness the side of her that’s
fearless.
“We don’t change, we’re just the same.”
My mom eventually passed her inspection. Now she has
about five kids she takes care of. She has a lot of pride in working
from home and being close to us. I still help with the technical stuff,
like which certifications expire and the classes she should be taking
to get other certificates. My mom has daycare until late afternoon,
so the rest of us stay upstairs until they leave. It’s not an ideal
situation, but it’s one that helps my mom work without worrying
about her own kids. Having her own business helped her change
by becoming more decisive and realistic about things. She doesn’t
stop herself from trying new things in her daycare; like new rules
or clients. She still has relevant fears, but that doesn’t affect how
she does her job. My mom still thinks space isn’t real, but she does
believe that we may be wrong about what we are accustomed to
believing.
“Like space?”
“No, ma jirto.”
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